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people riding by. "They'd be bound to think I was a
^deserter. I might run into soldiers, and they'd lay on the
whip without trying me first," he deliberated aloud, turning
off the ploughed lands on to a neglected summer track
overgrown with plantain, and already no longer thinking of
.himself as a deserter.
^ The closer he drew to the Don, the more frequently he
fell in with refugees' wagons. The scenes which had occurred
in the spring during the insurgents' retreat to the left bank
of the river were now being repeated. Wagons and brichkas
loaded with household treasures, and droves of bellowing
cattle like cavalry on the march stretched in all directions
over the steppe ; flocks of sheep raised clouds of dust. The
creaking of wheels, the neighing of horses, human shouts,
the trample of innumerable hoofs, the bleating of sheep,
children's weeping, filled the tranquil expanses of the steppe
with incessant and disturbing noise.
" Where are you off to, grand-dad ? Go back, the Reds
are right behind us ! " a cossack with bandaged head
shouted from a passing wagon.
" Fine talk I Where are the Reds ? " Pantaleimon halted
in consternation.
" On the farther side of the Don. They're getting near
Vieshenska. Are you going over to them ? "
Reassured on hearing that the river was between him and
the Reds, Pantaleimon continued his journey, and towards
evening drew near to Tatarsk. As he dropped down from
the hill he carefully examined the terrain. The village
amazed him by its deserted look. Not a soul was to be seen
in the streets. Neither human voices were to be heard, nor
the lowing of cattle ; but down by the river itself people were
scurrying about actively. As he drew nearer, Pantaleimon
had no difficulty in recognising that they were armed cossacks
drawing up barges and carrying them into the village.
Tatarsk was completely abandoned by its inhabitants,
Pantaleimon could see that clearly. Cautiously turning into
his side lane, he strode towards the hut. Ilinichna and the
grand-children were sitting in the kitchen.
" Why, here's grand-dad ! " Mishatka cried out in delight,
flinging his arms around the old man's neck.
Ilinichna burst into tears of joy, and said through her
tears: